who was immensely learned about old church manuscripts* He was the
curator of the Zagorsk Monastery. As to Petka he was placed next to
Masha's great-aunt, a preening old lady, dressed in tucked black silk which
rustled with every movement, white lace at wrists and wrinkled chin, and
an eyeglass suspended on a black ribbon. She had been a teacher all her
life and now in retirement looked like a learned pekinese. She and Petka
started a lively cross-talk at once. Polina told the curator about the new
boy who was her classmate* He was a negro, an American named Paul,

whose father was a famous singer named Robeson,   He wanted to be an
engineer.
The meal was simply prepared and served. They ate large quantities
of chickens, vegetables and fruits of their own cultivation. There were
one or two touches characteristic of the meals served in any artist's house
in any country . , . a graceful antique dish not matching anything else,
tint beautiful in itself; a piquant touch about the sauce, not in any known
Hecipe. Why is it that artists always cook wdl ? There must be some
affinity between combining the ingredients of a dish and mixing the colours
'ta the palette. Just as music and mathematics so often go together.
; was 4ark and forbidding.  It had been
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